LIFE OF VI JAY KRISHNA

he never let any of his friends in the steamer get scent of
this. And he starved for five or six days together ! That
is why I have called him a mad man of God. The man
who "on the honey dew hath fed and drunk the milk of
Paradise" has not his vision bounded by this little horizon
of a few feet. His vision enjoys unbounded extension,
bliss, and illumination, and he "floats obedient to the
stream/' setting all counter-forces at naught.

To such a silent man, possessed of the hermit's
strength, difficulties are indications of God's mercy. The
story of those trials and his magical escape each time, reads
like a romance, a romance that is no less entertaining and
no less a tissue of absurdities than any we know from Sir
Patrick Spence to Scott's Waverley. The spiritual world
is as much a land of romance as the world of the Arabian
Nights. Like a knight-errant who has to submit to trials
to prove himself worthy of his love, the Sadhaka has to
face a legion of foes. Once when Vijaykrishna was
proceeding from Dacca to Mymensingh on foot, accom-
panied by a guide, a wild buffalo suddenly came in his
way. The wild animal was running at a tremendous pace
and looked very furious. The poor guide was at his wit's
end, but Vijaykrishna began his prayer to God ; and
silent prayer, prayer that compels, never goes without its
meed. The devotee having stood the test, the unexpected
happens to his rescue. A puff of wind blew away the tall
grass in the field and opened to view a big hollow, supposed
to have been dug by a potter. The wind retarded the
progress of the buffalo. In the meanwhile, the guide led
Vijaykrishna to that refuge, and they were out of harm's
way. The buffalo came running but missed his prey.

On another occasion, he had to go through the Padma
on a boat. All on a sudden there came a thunder-storm.
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